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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

.f 4 With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

i And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 

The leprous diftilment, whofe effeft 
Holds fiich an enmity with blood dfman, 

That Iwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth pOffefle 
And curddike eager droppings into milke, 

The thin and whollome blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a molt inftant fetter bafkt about 
Moft Lazar- like, with vileand ioathlome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleepingiby a brothers hand. 

Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off even in the blofi'Qmesofmy finne, 

Unnuzl ed, difappoiiited,tin-anueld, 

No reckoning made,but Lent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not, v 

Let not the royallbed of Denmark* be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purfueft this aft, 

T aint not thy minde,nor let thy loule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes that in her bofome lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGIoworme fhewes the matine to be neere. 

And ’ginsto pale bis nneffeftuall fire : 

Adieu^adieu, adieu, remember me. * 

Ham . O all you hoft Of heaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And (hall I couple hell ? 0 fie '. hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grow not iriftant old. 

But beare me fwiftly up ; remember thee . 

I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a feac 
In this di ft rafted Globe : remember thee \ 

Yea, from the table ofmy memorie 
lie wipe away all triviallfond records, 
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All 



fence of Denmark* 

c knnkes all formes/all prefliirespaft, 

A 11 favV ° h an d obfervation copied there 
That y ol, ^ m mandement *11 alone (hall live 
And h h nthebooke and volume ofmy braine. 

If mht with baler matter ;ye$ by heaven. 

0 JSSSSSS^^ nedvillainel 

l ea(Uam y fureit maybe foin Denmark ?. 

So unde there you are : now to my word, 
jt is adieu, adieu, remember me. £ 
rhavefwornet. 

Bora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar-Lord Hamlet . 

Bora. Heavens fecure him. 

Bam. So be it. 

C Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Bam. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Bam. O wonderfull 1 
Bor. Good my Lord tell it. _ 

No, you will revealeit. 

Bora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar Nor I my Lord. . . 

Bam. How lay you then, would heart of man once thinke it - 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both.lby heaven. 

Ham. There’s never avillaine 
Dwelling in all Denmark^) 

Buthee’s an arrant Knave. 

Bora. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
I hold it fit that we fhake hands and part. 

You as your bufinefle and defire (hall point you, 

For every man hath bufinefle and defire. 








